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THE CHARACTER OF JOHN BIDWELL 

Two letters written by his widow, Mrs. Annie E. K. Bidwell 

(Presented by Rockwell D. Hunt) 

Rancho Chico, Cal. 

April 11, 1913. 
Dear Dr. Hunt: 

Your very kind and welcome letter, and The Overland 
Magazine, arrived in this evening's mail, for both of which 
accept my sincere thanks. It is needless to assure you that 
your contribution, "California Pioneer Princes," to the 
Overland Monthly, has been read with great interest, and 
your tribute to General Bidwell's character and life, highly 
appreciated. His character was a continual and fascinat- 
ing surprise to me from the time we were married until God 
called him to his heavenly home. I could not know him 
before our marriage as I could thereafter, hence I say 
"from the time of our marriage." My father, mother, 
brothers, sister and I, all formed for General Bidwell an 
affectionate regard, which became on their part devotion 
and admiration; yet it was a year from the time he ad- 
dressed me ere I knew that I, also, had given him my heart, 
and must give, also, "my hand !" Life away from him was 
a burden, and until he "fell on sleep" his presence was a 
continuous joy and inspiration. His beautiful well stored 
mind; his abounding happiness; his resignation to any so- 
called misfortune, due to an implicit confidence that God 
is indeed our all-wise and loving Father, overruling mis- 
fortunes to our blessing; his unselfishness and modesty. I 
cannot enumerate his virtues, so many and varied were 
they. I have never known him at a loss (or unable) to con- 
verse with the most learned scientists, or men of letters, or 
the clergy, or little children, or uneducated men, or women 
or the Indians of California whether on his rancho, or in 
the various parts of this state, even when they could speak 
but a dozen English words. I have seen a party of Indians 
in the mountains near the Yosemite, pitifully poor, fleeing 
from the approach of tourists, but when General in his rich 
kind voice spoke to them in their own tongue, turn toward 
him; listen to him, and then with laughter of joy, answer 
him; and soon they were telling him what had become of 
this and that Indian, in answer to his questions, the af- 
frighted look having given place to one of trust and peace. 
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And this confidence in him has been common to all the 
Indians whom he knew and I knew, or know, whether in 
the high Sierras or the valleys. An inmate of the County 
hospital received as cordial welcome in his home as those 
whom the world delight to honor. 

Did he overtake a laborer on the highway with his 
tools, or pot of paint, or other burden; or a tired Indian 
woman, immediately they were seated with us, and given 
"a lift" on their way. 

His joy in study until the last day of his life was an 
inspiration to me, spurring me on to do likewise, even 
though I lagged far behind, and was ever forced to have 
his help to keep me in a small measure "stepping" with 
him. But I must not ramble thus. 

Thirteen years since, on the 11th of April — this anni- 
versary day, — we laid his earthly remains to rest on his 
beloved rancho, the Indians singing a beautiful song of 
Christian hope by the side of his grave, and scattering wild 
flowers — gently laying them, rather, on his grave. As I 
stood this afternoon at that grave the scene which stood 
out before me in bold relief was this band of "natives," 
men and women, boys and girls, and little children, rever- 
ently and tearfully standing by his grave. As the hymn 
floated softly on the air strong men wept. I would rather 
have merited what happened that day at that grave than 
to have the most magnificent monument conceivable, placed 
over my body, or the most ornate oration. 

But I must close, with love to Mrs. Hunt, and expres- 
sions of gratitude to you for your just and beautiful tribute 
to my beloved husband; and begging you to pardon this 
interlined letter, written long on in the night after a day 
of great stress of soul, and to believe me 

Ever yours heartily, 
(Signed) Annie E. K. Bidwell. 



Rancho Chico, Cal. 

March 2, 1914. 
Prof. J. D. Sweeney, 

Red Bluff, Cal. 
Dear Prof. Sweeney: 

I have just received and read your article in River 
Rambler, and thank you very much for what you say of my 
husband, and for sending me your very interesting article 
on the early days of our beloved state. 

I am always grateful for appreciation of my husband 
not because of the tie which binds me to him (if I under- 
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stand myself) but because he has ever been to me an ex- 
pression of all that is noble and attractive in patriotism; 
devotion to his beloved California ; to education ; to his God 
and humanity with a soul so joyous that naught could dis- 
courage or depress, his faith lifting him above the trouble- 
some and bitter things of earth into the sunlight and peace 
of God. He was a beautiful inspiring mystery to me during 
our fellowship in this world, and ever continues to be, and 
when he is praised I recognize in those who praise him an 
appreciation of traits which they must possess to appreciate 
him. Also, I desire that such men as he be held up before 
our youth as worthy to follow, rather than those who build 
fortunes for their personal glory and self -gratification. So 
many young men feel that to be rich, (for the self-glory 
of riches) is the highest aim in life, and have said to me 
that one must be rich to have friends, or position, no matter 
by what means these riches may be gotten. But I did not 
intend to inflict on you my personal views further than to 
express my gratitude for your very many kindnesses in 
regard to my husand's memory- I have tried to retain my 
membership in the Teachers' Association of this part of this 
state but have not been able to for lack of knowledge how 
to do so. 

Wishing you God's best blessings, believe me, 
Yours, with sincere regard and gratefully, 
(Signed) Annie E. K. Bidwell. 



